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Sampson — 1st  Dress,  small  white  Miller’s  frotk,  'flowered  waistcoat, 
white  breeches,  grey  stockings,  black  shoes.  2nd  Dress, 
small  white  coat,  trimmed  with  blue  bindiug. 
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First  Produced  at  the  Theatre  Royal,  Drury  Lane,  Jan.  2hth,  1543, 
By  EDWARD  MORTON. 


THE  WINDMILL. 


SCENE. 

The  Stage  represents  the  habitable  portion  of  a  Windmill.  At 
the  flat  a  door  of  entrance,  opening  upon  a  ladder,  descent 
to  the  road,  and  a  window  shewing  the  country.  O.P.  the 
door  of  Marian’s  room,  with  small  practical  window  over 
it.  At  flat  a  flour  bin  and  a  door  leading  to  the  upper  works 
of  the  Mill.  Above  this,  about  two- thirds  the  height  of  the 
Stage,  a  practical  aperture  just  above  the  bin;  a  practical 
opening,  ( or  Bolter ),  down  which  the  flour  is  shot.  In 
front,  a  table  with  writing  materials  and  account  books. 
O.P.  in  front  a  work  table,  on  which  is  a  vase  with  an  im¬ 
mense  bouquet. 

Sampson  Low  is  busied,  shooting  empty  flour  sacks  down. the 
bolter ; — as  fast,  as  Peter  throws  them  to  him  from  the 
upper  aperture.  Vj(The  clic-clac  noise  of  the  Mill  jbOieard, 
accompanied  by  some  old  English  air,  played  very* piano. 

Peter.  ( flinging  down  sacks )  Twenty  seven  ! 

Samp.  ( shooting  them  down)  Twenty  seven ! 

Peter.  Twenty  eight! 

Samp.  Twenty  eight! 

Peter.  Twenty  nine,  and  ainen!  ( disappears .) 

Samp.  Twenty  nine,  and — holloa,  Peter,  is  that  all?  So 
much  the  better; — and,  I  say,  Peter,  ( Peter  reappears), 
stop  the  clapper. 

Peter.  Who  says  so? 

Samp.  Who  says  so?  I  do' 

Peter.  You.  I’m  not  your  servant.  Bad  enough  to  serve 
one  master — especially  a  woman.  ( disappears ). 

Samp.  Nonsense-  ( calls  after  him)  Don’t  you  hear  the 
wind’s  dropt;  there’s  hardly  enough  for  one  sail.  (The 
clic-clac  and  music  ceases.)  Ah!  no  more  grinding  to-day ; 
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fio  I’ll  just  work  up  the  accounts.  ( Sits  down  to  table.) 
Now,  if  there  is  one  thing  I  shine  in  more  than  another, 
it  is  simple  addition.  One  and  one  is  two,  and  one  is  three, 
and  one  is  four — and  seven,  four  and  seven  is  nineteen; 
and — {noise  without.)  Holloa!  another  cart-load — more  grist 
to  the  mill,  {goes  to  entrance)  Eh!  why?  I  declare!  No — 
yes  it  is — the  Marchioness,  as  large  as  life.  There’s  horses, 
as  sound  and  as  white  as  sacks  of  flour.  One  and  one  is 
two,  and  one  is  three — more  simple  addition. 

Marchioness,  {heard  without)  A  ladder — no  staircase — 
How  am  I  to  get  up  ? 

Samp.  Hold  tight  by  the  rope,  your  ladyship.  Oh,  ’tis 
strong  enough — its  borne  many  as  heavy  a  bundle  before 
now.  High  step,  your  ladyship. 

March,  '(entering  and  looking  round)  So  this  is  what  they 
call  a  windmill. — Horrible  ! 

Samp.  Yes,  your  ladyship — and  rather  a  tip-topper. 
(knocking  furniture  about)  Won’t  your  ladyship  condescend 
to  use  a  three  legger.  {offers  a  stool)  {aside)  ’Pon  my  life! 
she’s  a  magnificent  woman’! 

March,  {pointing  her  fan  in  his  face)  Faugh!  How  much 
better  we  get  up  these  people  at  the  Court  Masques.  I 
thought  shepherds  and  millers  and  so  on,  all  wore  silk  stock¬ 
ings  and  satin  shoes.  What  a  lout ! 

Samp.  Thank’ye,  your  ladyship. 

March.  Little  man — can  I  see  the  exquisite  owner  of  this 
most  exquisite  abode? 

Samp.  What,  the  beautiful  Marian;  as  all  the  fine  gentle¬ 
folks  call  her — and  well  they  may — N  o,  she  went  out  very 
early  this  morning. 

March.  Indeed!  ("aside)  So  did  that  old  wretch,  my  husband; 
he  has  been  beforehand  with  me.  (aloud)  Pray  with  whom? 

Samp.  With  the  old  white  jackass. 

March.  Fellow,  do  you  mean,  {aside  and  laughing)  Pshaw, 
the  description  was  not  so  bad — Ha  !  ha ! 

Samp.  Yes,  your  ladyship,  she’s  gone  to  sell  him,  for  old 
Jack’s  gone  blind;  so,  what  with  stopping  for  fear  of  any¬ 
thing  before  him,  and  kicking  up  for  fear  of  anything  be¬ 
hind  him,  he  aint  over  and  above  useful  to  us.  Perhaps 
your  ladyship  would  like  to  have  him  for  your  illustrious 
little  ones?  if  so,  Marian  will  be  back  soon. 

March.  Retire,  {she  seats  herself). 
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Samp.  ( with  a  look  of  admiration )  A  magnificent  woman  ! 

( retires  to  his  accounts). 

March.  I  shall  not  be  sorry  to  see  this  famed  beauty — 
this  beautiful  Marian,  who  seems  fairly  to  have  turned  the 
head  of  every  courtier  who  has  a  head  to  turn.  I  verily 
believe  that  even  our  illustrious  Majesty,  errant,  like  a 
second  Quixote,  would  break  a  lance  against  this  mill— and 
indite  sonnets  to  the  fair  Miller  of  Hampton  Court. 
“  Flower  of  thy  sex!”  ha!  ha!  Oh,  men  !  men!  But  as 
for  you,  most  noble  Marquis  of  Roueville,  let  me  but 
catch  you  among  these  flower  worshippers,  and  I’ll  shew 
you,  that  though  man  and  wife - - 

Samp.  One  and  one,  is  two. 

March.  ( turning  round)  Again!  A  word  with  you — I 
suspect  you’re  not  such  a  fool  as  you  look. 

Samp.  ( coming  forward  mending  his  pen)  Thank’ye,  your 
ladyship. 

March.  ( looking  into  pocket  glass)  Pray,  small  man,  is 
this  Marian,  really  as  pretty  as  ’tis  reported. 

Samp,  (annoyed)  I  haven’t  the  smallest  idea. 

March.  The  bait,  they  say  is  tempting — don’t  you  jump  ? 

Samp.  Jump!  ( surlily )  No— -I  don’t  jump.  I’m  not  the 
figure  for  it.  ( makes  a  clumsy  attempt.) 

March.  Ha!  ha!  How  old  is  she? 

Samp.  ’Pon  my  life,  I  don’t  exactly  know;  hut  she’s 
three  months  older  than  I. 

March.  And,  you? 

Samp.  Oh,  I  was  twenty-one  last  Candlemas. 

March.  Ha !  ha !  indeed — and  so,  having  reached  your 
years  of  discretion,  you  are  wise  enough  not  to  love  Marian. 

Samp.  Not  love  her — not  love  Marian!  Oh,  what  a 
ridiculous  idea. — Not  love  her — why,  who  should  I  love? 
Look’ye,  my  lady,  you  mustn’t  talk  so  to  me — perhaps  your 
ladyship  don’t  know  that  Marian  has  been  father,  mother, 
all  to  me — that  I’m  a  foundling;  for  when  her  poor  old  grand¬ 
father  was  very  ill — Marian  was  an  orphan,  your  ladyship — 
I  was  eight  years  old  then — he  took  her  on  his  knees,  and, 
Marian,  says  he,  there’'s  poor  little  Sampson — I’ve  always 
taken  care  of  him — you  will  never  be  in  want,  Marian,  don’t 
let  him  be  turned  out  to  starve;  and  then  she  kissed  her  old 
grandad,  and  says  she,  with  her  tiny  angel  voice — I 
think  I  hear  her  now — {imitating)  Oh,  grandad,  Sampson’s 
my  little  husband;  if  I  have  anything  he  shall  always  have 
the  largest  half,  {affected)  Not  love  her ! 
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March.  Why — how’s  this — I  really - 

Samp.  And  she  kept  her  word.  Who  taught  me  a — b  ah? 
Who  sent  me  to  school — who  did  my  lessons  whilst  I  played 
at  peg- top? — Why,  Marian!  and  when  at  last  her  old 
grandfather  died,  and  left  her  this  mill,  didn’t  she  ask 
me  to  stay  and  work  it !  just  to  feed  me,  and  clothe  me, 
and  fill  my  pockets  with  money;  ( affected )  and  don’t  I 
stand  here,  like  a  lazy  stupid  lout,  eating  and  drinking,  and 
can’t  prove  to  her  that  I’d  give  my  life — ( sobbing }  Excuse 
my  making  a  fool  of  myself,  your  ladyship. 

March.  How  very  odd — a  man  crying!  What  a  depraved 
little  wretch  it  must  be.  Marian  must  needs  he  very  happy. 

Samp.  No — she  isn’t — that’s  just  it,  my  lady — she  ought 
to  be,  but  she  isn’t.  That’s  what  makes  me  feel  as  if  I 
could  be — a  desperate  man.  She’s  tmhappy — she  that  used 
to  be  as  blithe  as  a  lark,  and  singing  a  great  deal  better — 
she  that  used  to  skim  through  the  dance  like  our  sails 
through  the  summer  air — now  she  stops  at  home  all  alone 
with  me;  and  when  I  say,  I  wish  I  could  see  her  happy 
she  cries.  Oh,  I  shall  do  something  too  horrible  fc 
words — go  for  a  soldier,  or  throw  myself  into  a  livery. 

Marian.  ( sings  without), 

So  merry — so  merry  the  sound, 

When  the  sails  of  my  mill  go  round, 

Merrily — merrily — mer-ri-ly. 

( Enters  smartly  dressed,  and  carrying  a  basket — followed  by 
Nancy,  who  takes  it  from  her,  and  Exit.) 

Samp.  There  she  is,  ah,  Marian;  good  day,  Marian. 

Marian.  ( not  seeing  Marchioness)  Good  day,  Sampson, 
good  dayto  your  nice  fresh  little  dumplingof  aface.  {play¬ 
fully  slapping  his  face) 

Samp.  Ha!  ha!  delicious!  what  a  charming  manner 
she  has  with  her  ! 

Marian.  ( sees  the  Marchioness,  and  confusedly  taking 
off  her  cloak)  My  Lady,  I  beg  pardon — this  honor - 

March.  Do  you  then  know  me,  child? 

Marian.  I  have  seen  your  ladyship  once  before;  but 
ence  seen,  not  easily  forgotten.  ( curtsies ) 

March  {using  pocket  glass)  Ah  !  for  one  of  her  class, 
she  expresses  herself  remarkably  well;  she  is  pretty- — de¬ 
cidedly  good  eyes.  (to  Marian)  A  word  with  you,  child; 
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be  candid  with  me,  and  I  will  prove  your  friend;  has  not 
the  Marquis  been  with  you,  this  morning  ? 

Samp,  {coming  forward)  By  the  bye,  what  have  you 
done  with  tire  old  jackass  ? 

March,  {mistaking)  How,  Sir? 

Marian.  Sold  him — ten  broad  pieces. 

Samp.  What  a  bargain;  he  wasn't  worth  a  halter — an 
ugly  old  beast. 

Marian.  There,  take  five,  {gives  money)  and  now  go 
and  see  which  way  the  wind  is. 

Samp.  Wind,  why,  there  isn’t  any.  {innocently) 
Marian.  Well,  then,  go  and  see  if  it’s  coming,  {pushing 
him  out). 

-  Samp.  Eh? — what’s  coming? 

Marian.  Don’t  you  see  my  lady  wants  to  speak  with  me? 
Samp.  Oh,  that’s  where  the  wind  is. 

Marian,  {patting  his  face )  There,  go  along. 

Samp.  Ha!  ha!  I’m  off;  (turning  his  face)  Pat  ’em 
again ;  Ha!  ha!  I’ll  go  and  whistle  for  a  wind — bless 
her!  {exit) 

Marian.  A  dear,  good-natured  little  soul.  Now,  madam, 
I  am  at  your  orders. 

March.  Listen  to  me,  child.  I  wish  to  serve  you;  you 
are  a  pretty,  and,  as  I  hear  a  good  gjrl,  and  therefore  in 
danger;  the  fame  of  your  beauty  has  reached  the  court,  and 
your  immediate  vicinity  to  the  licentious  atmosphere  that 
surrounds  our  merry  monarch,  subjects  you  I  know,  to  the 
insulting  advances  of  our  young  and  profligate  gallants. 

Marian.  Oh,  yes,  your  ladyship,  and  of  the.  old  ones  too. 
{aside)  If  she  knew  her  husband  was  one  of  them  ! 

March.  It  isn’t  wise,  child,  to  play  with  fire. 

Marian.  No,  my  lady;  burnt  children,  they  say,  dread 
it;  but  I’m  not  afraid — these  sparks  amuse  me;  some  call 
me  tigress — some  a  lamb  ;  some  storm  and  threaten — some 
sigh  and  entreat;  some  there  are,  the  monsters,  who  betray 
unsuspecting  wives — poor  things — those  I  reserve  for 
especial  torture. 
f  March,  {aside)  Have  Hived  to  be  pitied  by  her  ?  {aloud) 
Marian,  you  need  protection,  and  must  marry. 

Marian,  {archly)  Well,  I  think  I  must,  my  lady, — se*’ 
up  a  husband  as  a  scarecrow  to  keep  the  birds  from  the 
peas  ;  for  when  the  peas  are  young  the  nirdsm//  come,  {with 
mock  sorrow)  It’s  very  cruel  of  them;  perhaps  your  lady¬ 
ship  could  provide  me  with  such  an  article  ? 
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March.  I  can. 

^Sh-an'  (r *J?e^  1  thouSht  50 >’  (aloud)  I  should  like 
something  a  little  genteel. 

RiSlt'  Wh8t  ^  y°U  ‘°  my  head  cook>  Monsieur 

t,^lrJan-  (la<‘gM’'g)  Oh,  he’s  a  very  old  admirer ;  but 

h  -  G  s  soniething  like  a  rover  ;  for  he  not  only  says,  but 

ngs  me  sweet  things  from  your  ladyship’s  kitchen. 

\/flrC.^“  -^^eecl  S0J  SO,  has  he  declared  himself  ? 

what^l’l  »V-/Pr  •°^ten’  anc*  so  gallantly;  he  sends  me 
what  he  calls  a  Billy  m  a  basket  of  grapes. 

March.  I  hope  you  act  prudently,  child. 

him  h\  ?i  ?i"  •  D-//ery’  ,my  lady  *  *  eat  graPes>  and  send 
him  back  his  Billy.  ( laughs ) 

mQ*arCh'  Then  you  love  another— come,  be  candid  with 

Marian.  Indeed,  my  lady,  I _ 

March.  Your  eyes  confess  it. 

Marian.  I’m  sure  I  never  meant _ 

March.  His  name  ? 

Marian .  Spare  me,  madam  ;  that’s  my  secret.  (£) 

{.The  royal  chase  is  heard  without .] 

March.  Hark  !  his  majesty  hunts  to-day. 

[ Sampson  rushes  in  at  entrance ,  looking  out.'] 
fZPr),  I’’ “y;  *Ttl,eyg°’slaP  intothecorn-tarrah! 

draw  up  *  UUStU  ^  J0  seen  kere — order  my  carriage  to 

wheats  Saw”*06111  ‘  ther.e’s  a11  the  '“ng  P^ce  of 
Lrdnn  .“T a«almt  the  Marchioness)  w 

woman  1  ‘  ° 

riage  °  ’  S  pS0">  allJ  order  her  ladyship’s  car- 
to  'ntranc'-  and,  beckons')  Hi  !  hi  1  vou 

wiftthe  black  complexion!  ah!  here  they  are-all  righ^- 

March.  Marian,  I  have  expressed  my  wishes  •  vou  are 
S£raad  K,SU  “>  ^ .  you  know  the 

C&° “LVJf  TSt\‘°  mtrmec’  look *  “t  Sampson 
head  to  foot,  bursts  oat  laughing,  and  exit.] 
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Samp,  (with  a  foolish  stare)  Ila!  ha  !  what’s  the 
joke? 

Marian.  ( aside  and  arranging  table )  Marry  ?  yes,  my 
lady — I  will  marry  some  honest,  warm-hearted  ( glancing 
at  Sampson)  little  man,  who  will  love  me;  ah  !  but  how 
to  make  him  love  me,  for  at  present  such  an  idea  seems 
quite  beyond  his  reach  :  oh  dear  !  ( looking  round)  why, 
what’s  he  looking  at  now,  I  wonder  ? 

Samp.  ( looking  out)  There  she  goes.  ( imitating  her 
getting  into  carriage)  High  step — oh  my!  what  a  mag¬ 
nificent — 

Marian,  (rushing  to  him,  and  pinching  his  arm)  Well, 
I’m  sure,  sir,  such  impudence - 

Samp,  (rubbing  his  arm)  Why,  the  other  day,  you  said 
I  ought  to  he  more  gallant,  and  so — law,  how  you  did  hurt 

Marian.  Serve  you  right  ;  gallant,  indeed,  to  a  court 
lady  ;  I  think  you  might  find  better  use  for  your  time,  and 
attend  to  your  work  ;  (pointing)  last  week’s  account’s  not 
closed. 

Samp,  (aside)  Now  she’s  in  one  of  her  tantarums— 
bless  her  !  she  doesn’t  mean  it.  (sits  to  work  at  table) 

Marian,  (seeing  the  nosegay  on  the  other  table)  Oh  f 
what  a  beauty  ! 

y  Samp »  Hum  !  Hum  !  eight  and  nine — nine  and  eight ! — 
bother,  (counts  his  fingers) 

Marian,  (smiling)  Sampson,  how  came  this  love  of  a 
nosegay  here  ?  •  -  . 

/  Samp.  Seventeen  and  five — and  five - (looking  at  his 

fingers) 

Marian.  Tell  me  the  truth,  Sampson. 

Samp,  (looking  suddenly  up)  Why,  whose  birthday's 
this  ? 

Marian .  (delighted)  And  did  you  remember  it  ? — and 
did  you  get  me  all  these  sweet  and  beautiful  flowers  ?  that’s 
a  dear,  good  little  Sampson  ;  come  here,  and  let  me  reward 
you.  (leaning  her  cheek  to  be  kissed) 

Samp,  (not  moving  and  laughing)  Law  bless  you— 
’twasnt’  me. 

Marian.  Not  you? 

Samp.  No,  I  never  thought  of  it ;  ’twas  the  old  French 
cook,  Monsieur  Kisole,  he  came  here  this  morning  while  you 
were  at  market,  brought  you  that  nosegay,  and  me  some 
gooseberry  fool.  He’s  a  capital  old  fellow,  (sets  to  work) 
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Marian.  ( aside — plucking  the  nosegay  to  pieces')  Pro¬ 
voking!  he’ll  neither  think  of,  nor  look  at  me!  and  yet  I 
know  he’d  give  his  life  for  me  ;  I’ll  try  another  plan. 

Samp.  ( at  work )  Seventeen  and  five — ah,  twenty-two. 

Marian.  ( Sits  and  begins  needle-work — softly )  Sttmpson! 
(loud)  Sampson,  cai.’t  you  leave  your  work  for  one  mo¬ 
ment?  here  am  I,  only  just  come  home,  and  you  can’t  find 
a  word  to  say. 

Samp.  ( astounded )  Why,  law,  Marian  !  didn’t  you  say — 

Marian.  Of  course  I  did,  but  there’s  time  for  all  things, 
and  on  my  birthday,  I  think  you  might  come  and  sit  by  me, 
and  chat  a  little. 

Samp,  (aside)  Well,  I  never  knew  the  tantarums  so 
strong;  (draws  his  chair  near  tier's,  and  sits  down)  there, 
(points  to  the  floor)  Oh,  my  !  look  at  the  nosegay. 

Marian.  I  can’t  bear  nosegays;  ( getting  close  to  him ) 
that’s  right;  on  one’s  birthday,  you  know,  Sampson,  one 
always  expects  to  hear  something  pleasant  and  cheerful : 
(a  pause,  Sampson  looks  vacantly  before  him)  have  you  nothing 
lively  to  say,  Sampson? 

Samp,  (scratching  his  head)  Old  Podger’s  dead! 

Marian,  (turns  away)  Is  he? 

Samp.  And  lame  Sally’s  going  to  be  married. 

Marian.  Indeed! — talking  of  marrying,  I  forgot  to  tell 
you  the  fine  lady  who  was  here  just  now  has  found  me  a 
husband. 

Samp,  (laughing)  Ha!  ha!  what  a  ridiculous  idea! 

Marian.  Her  head  cook,  Mons.  Risole. 

Samp.  Well,  I  should  rather  like  that,  he  makes  such 
capital  fritters. 

Marian.  Glutton!  I  wouldn’t  marry  him  if  he  were  the 
Marquis  himself. 

Samp.  Oh,  yes,  you  would,  unless  you  love  somebody 
else.  Ah ! 

Marian,  (confused)  How  foolish,  Sampson,  to  suppose — 

Samp,  (nudging  her)  Oh!  I’ll  be  hanged  if  I  havn’t 
found  you  out,  Marian;  you’re  in  love. 

Marian,  (agitated)  Have  you  indeed  discovered  my 
secret? 

Samp.  That  I  have;  therefore  only  tell  me  his  name,  and 
I’ll  go  and  take  him  by  the  hand,  and  say,  Thingamee, 
make  her  happy,  or  I’ll  grind  you  to  dust. 

Marian,  (disappointed)  No,  I  can’t  tell  you  his  name;  a 
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woman  must  never  confess  her  love,  while  her  lover  does 
not  seem  to  care  for  her. 

Samp.  { carelessly  moving  his  chair  lack  to  other  side  of 
stage)  What,  do  you  mean  to  say  he  neglects  you? 

Marian.  He  will  hardly  even  look  at  me. 

Samp.  ( tying  up  his  shoe)  Not  look  at  you  ? — you!  the 
prettiest  girl  in  the  whole  parish ! — the  fellow  must  be  a 
downright  fool. 

Marian.  Oh,  dear! 

Samp.  { approaching  her)  Poor  dear  Marian.  I  wish  I 
could  do  anything  to  help  you.  ( puts  his  arm  round  her 
waist— she  starts )  Do  I  hurt  you,  Marian  ? 

Marian.  ( confused — getting  from  him)  No!  no!  no! 

Samp.  I  say — Is  he  handsome? 

Marian,  (smiling)  Why,  I  think  so,  especially  when  he 
looks  nice  and  tidy.  ( arranging  his  hair)  What  a  figure 
you  make  of  yourself!  and  your  neckerchief — {taking  it  off) 
— such  a  shocking  tie. 

Samp.  Oh,  what  does  it  signify — I  say,  give  me  some 
hint. 

Marian.  Well,  tnen,  last  king’s  birthday  I  wouldn’t 
dance  at  all  because  he  didn’t  ask  me.  ( folding  his  kerchief) 

■  Samp.  Oh,  I  didn’t  observe;  I  was  playing  at  blind  man’s 
buff — and  d’ye  know, — ha !  ha !  I  caught  Betty  Langshawe, 
you  know  Betty  Langshawe, — nice  plump  girl;  well,  she 
said — ha  !  ha  !  I  was  to  kiss  her — that  ’twas  the  rule  of  the 
game;  Betty’s  a  nice  girl. 

Marian.  ( putting  his  kerchief  on)  And  did  you  kiss  her? 

Samp.  Why,  of  course,  one  must  attend  to  the  rules,  you 
know,  and — ( she  ties  it  very  tight)  Holloa !  Marian,  {cough-, 
ing)  You’re  strangling  me. 

Marian.  And  serve  you  right  too — an  idle,  dissipated 
fellow 

Samp.  I — dissipated!  come,  that’s  a  good’  un — dissipated! 

Marian.  Yes,  from  morning  till  night  doing  nothing ; 
{points  to  accoimts)  caring  for  nothing  but  your  own  self. 

_  Samp,  (hurt)  Marian  ! 

Marian.  You  seem  to  take  a  pleasure  in  annoying  me; 

I  suppose  you  think  it’s  a  pleasure  to  be  burthen’ d  with 
your  support. 

Samp,  (goes  slowly  to  table ,  looking  at  her)  Marian  ! 

Marian,  (stamping  Iter  foot ,  and  returns  to  chair)  Once 
for  all  I  tell  you  things  can’t  and  shan’t  go  on  like  this, it’s 
unbearable. 
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Samp.  ( sitting  down,  greatly  excited)  Ana  so  it  is  un¬ 
bearable;  I  feel  I  shall  do  something  desperate;  ’cause, 

after  all,  if  ’twas  the  rule  of  the  game,  how  could - ( sets 

to  work,  crying)  eight  and  nine  are  seventeen. 

[  The  Marquis  appears  at  the  entrance  in  full  huntiug  costume.  ] 

Marq.  ( entering )  Hollo!  what’s  this? — a  quarrel!  I 
give  judgment  at  once,  and,  like  another  Paris,  I  make  all 
the  world  pay  homage  to  Venus,  (chucking  Marian  under 
the  chin) 

Marian.  Oh,  no,  my  lord,  it’s  no  quarrel ;  We  were  only — 
only  singing,  my  lord. 

/  Samp,  (sobbing)  I  shan’t  forget  the  song  in  a  hurry. 

Marian.  ( at  work )  I  thought  you  were  hunting,  my 
lord. 

Marq.  So  I  am,  and  have  run  the  dear  to  bay.  ( turning 
towards  Sampson)  Yes,  my  horse  shy’d  at  a  fence,  and 
bolted  with  me.  (aside  to  M arian)  You  understand. 
(aloud)  I  hope  still  to  be  in  at  the  death,  (So  her)  Suffer 
the  soft  pleadings  of  my — ( coughs  violently) 

Marian.  Law  bless  me — what’s  the  matter? 

Marq.  An  infernal  cold  (coughs)  Serenade — moonlight — 

Marian.  ( aside )  Of  ten  years’  standing. 

Samp.  You  ought  to  take  some  treacle  posset,  and  go  to 
bed,  my  Lord. 

Marq.  By  the  Court  of  Comus,  we  young  bloods  have  no 
time  for  coddling  ;  beauty’s  our  game,  and  like  French  fal¬ 
coner^  we  fly  at  all  we  meet.  ( turns  suddenly  round,  and 
almost  falls )  Oh  !  ah  !  ah  !  cramp — an  old  wound. 

Marian.  ( aside )  A  shot  from  the  gout 

Samp.  Eight  and  nine — (aside) —  I  shall  choke — a  bur¬ 
then  to  her! — I  won’t  be  so  long — eight  and  nine - - 

Marq.  By  those  roguish  eyes,  I  am  thy  slave,  (aside) 
Send  that  booby  away. 

Marian.  ( archly  shaking  her  head)  You’re  too  dangerous. 

Marq.  (kissing  her  hand)  We  are  an  abominable  set. 

Samp.  What  the  devil’s  the  old — (kicks  stool  over)  — 
hem!  beg  pardon,  (markedly)  I  was  only  trying  to  take 
twenty  from  sixty-five. 

Marian,  (aside)  He  seems  annoyed;  oh!  if  I  could 
make  him  jealous!  (with  coquetry)  How  was  it,  my  lord, 
I  did  not  see  you  yesterday? 

Marq.  Hum!  did  it  miss  me? 
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Marion.  The  hours  seem  so  long  when  you  are  away. 

Marq.  By  Venus’s  Doves,  thou  art  an  angel.  ( taking 
her  waist) 

Samp,  (striking  the  table)  Disgusting — I  can’t  manage  it. 

Marian.  ( laughingly  struggles)  Leave  me  alone  ;  oh,  for 
shame,  you  naughty  man.  (guns  a  pin  into  his  hand ) 

,  Marq.  Zounds  and  the  devil! 

Marian.  ( laughing )  Steel  traps  set  on  these  premises. 

Marq.  ’Tis  a  vile  chevaux  de  frise,  round  a  most  exqui¬ 
site  citadel ;  hut  it  must  surrender,  or  egad,  I  shall  have  to 
raise  the  seige ;  my  regiment  is  under  marching  orders,  and 
my  serjeant  has  just  arrived  at  the  Royal  Oak,  with  almost 
recruits  enough. 

Samp,  (hastily  aside)  Ha!  a  recruiting  serjeant  at  the 
Royal  Oak? 

Marq.  Therefore  one  little  sweet  consenting  yes,  and  hehold 
Mars  at  the  feet  of  Venus.  ( with  difficulty  gets  on  his  knees) 

Samp.  ( suddenly  rising)  I  see  it  all;  she  said  she  was  in 
love,  (desperately)  My  mind’s  made  up ! 

Marian.  ( turns  to  him)  What’s  the  matter,  Sampson  ? 

Samp,  (to  her  with  great  emotion)  Yes, Marian,  I  under¬ 
stand  you  now,  I  1  never  thought  that  —  (looks  at  the 
( Marquis )  Oh,  Marian  !  ( a  pause)  I’ll  he  a  burthen  to  you 
no  more,  (rushes  out  in  desperalio?i) 

Marian,  (following  to  the  entrance )  Why,  Sampson, 
stop,  Sampson ! 

Marq.  (on  his  knees )  Adorable  creature!  (looks  up ) 
Eh!  holloa!  gone! 

Marian,  (looking  out)  Oh,  dear!  nicely  my  plan  has 
succeeded — that  old  monster — how  I  hate  him  ! 

Marq.  (trying  in  vain  to  get  up)  Holloa!  sweet  one, 
Jet  me  imprint  one  kiss  on  that  velvet  hand,  (aside)  I 
shall  never  get  up  without  it. 

Marian,  (coming  down)  Did  you  call  me, my  lord ? 

Marq.  (grasping  her  hand ,  and  raising  himself  by  it ) 
Yes,  to  tell  you  that  we  are  alone;  that  Cupid  beckons 
from  your  honied  lips,  and  I  must  sip  their  nectar.  ( tries 
to  seize  her)  One  kiss. 

Marian.  ( running  behind  a  table)  Not  half  a  one. 
( dodging ) 

Marq.  Twenty  if  you  resist. 

Marian.  To  the  last.  ( makes  for  the  door— he  catches 
her  arm) 
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Marq.  Ha!  ha  !  aprisoner,  and  as  taken  in  arms  against 
love’3  sovereignty, — condemned  to  be  shot,  (prepares  to 
kiss  her )  Make  ready;  ( she  pretends  to  yield)  present! 
(she  turns  her  cheek)  fire!  (as  he  approaches  she  strikes 
his  wis:.  and  smothers  him  in  powder  ;  then  escapes  into 
door  P.S.,  leading  to  the  mill  works.) 

Marq.  (bewildered  and  coughing)  Phoo — ugh!  Egad* 
the  gun’s  burst,  and  the  culprit  escaped ;  this  way  she  went; 
by  all  the  graces,  it  is  her  own  private  room; — hem  !  I  un¬ 
derstand;  (with  conceit)  she’s  mine,  (approaches  the 
door — it  shuts  in  his  face)  Eh  !  what?  Marian  !  Marian  1 
one  word:  ( a  huge  bolt  is  pulled)  Eh!  the  devil!  then  I 
must  bring  np  my  heavy  artillery  at  once;  a  few  shots 
from  hundred  pounders,  and  the  fortress  yields.  ( the  chase 
is  heard — he  goes  to  entrance)  Ha!  his  majesty!  here, 
fellows,  my  horse  ;  but  to-night,  I’ll  return,  and  as  soon  as 
the  lights  are  out,  and  all  at  rest — carry  off  my  little 
Marian  in  triumph — now  to  prepare  my  siege,  (sits  at 
table,  and  takes  pe?i  and  paper)  Hum  !  let’s  see.  Oh, 
the  usual  story — (writing)  “  Idol  of  my  soul,” — that’s  a 
flash  of  lightening  to  dazzle  her.  “My  pretty  poppet” — 
to  soften  and  subdue — “  your  own  establishment,  Lam¬ 
beth  Walk — Two  hundred  pounds  for  the  first  jewels — your 
expiring  slave,  &c.  &c.  &c.  ;”  there,  now  success  is  cer¬ 
tain.  (takes  money  f  rom  pocket-book,  encloses  it  in  letter , 
which  he  folds ,  seals ,  fyc. 

f  Whilst  this  is  doing,  Sampsonis  heard,  without, singing 
the  Grenadier's  March  ;  he  enters  with  ribbons  on  his 
hat  and  flushed  in  the  face — marches  unsteadily  down 
to  the  front,  singing: — 

With  a  row — with  a  row — 

With  a  row — with  a  row. 

With  the  British  Grenadiers. 

[. He  looks  vacantly  before  him.) 

Samp,  (after  a  pause)  I’m  a  grenadier,  (speaking 

very  piano)  With  a  row — with  a  row — with - she  said  I 

was  a  burthen  to  her.  (suddenly  excited)  Ha  !  that’s  it  ; 
she  won’t  say  that  again,  at  all  events. 

Marq.  ( calling  him)  Young  man  ! 

Samp,  (marching  up  with  hand  to  head)  Here,  Colonel. 

Marq.  What  does  the  little  fellow  mean  ?  he  looks  tipsy  j 
(gives  him  the  letter)  give  that  to  Marian. 

Samp,  (as  before)  Yes,  Colonel. 
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Marq.  ( looks  at  him  from  head  to  Joot)  Egad,  lie’s 
enlisted  !  ( bursts  out  laughing,  and  exit.) 

Samp.  What  can  they  all  find  to  laugh  at  ?  Can’t  be — 
( points  to  his  figure)  Oh,  impossible. 

[Marian  gently  opens  the  door ,  and  looks  om?.] 

Marian.  ( entering )  I  heard  the  gallop  of  a  horse;  he’s 
gone — ( pleased )  and  Sampson  returned. 

Samp.  ( greatly  embarrassed)  She’s  here. 

Marian.  I  ought  to  scold  you  well  for  leaving  me. 

Samp,  [aside)  Leaving  her  ! — how  shall  1  ever  tell - 

Marian.  ( going  to  him)  Why  how  smart  you  are;  I  see, 
because  I  said  I  liked  it,  you’re  going  to  learn  the  Morris 
dance. 

Samp,  (aside)  Yes,  a  precious  dance. 

Marian.  Why,  what’s  the  matter,  Sampson  ? — you  don’t 
look  yourself. 

Samp.  ( embarrass'd )  Why,  the  fact  is,  I  have  been 
hi>b- a- nobbing  a  bit  with  Serjeant  Bounce. 

Marian.  With  a  Serjeant  ? 

Samp.  ( affecting  cheerfulness)  Yes,  why  you  see, 
Marian,  as  things  couldn’t  go  on.  as  they  were,  and  not 
liking  to  hear  you  say  1  was  a  burden  to  you,  1 — I — I’ve 
been  and — enlisted. 

Marian,  (horror-struck)  Enlisted  ! 

Samp,  (as  before)  Yes — Serjeant  Bounce  says  that  with 
my  figure,  I  must  rise — that  great  men  are  always  little’uns, 
and  that  I  shall  be  a  general  by  the  next  J uly  thaw. 

Marian,  (crying)  Oh,  Sampson,  will  you  leave  me  ? 

Samp,  (moved)  Marian,  you  said  I  was  a  burthen  to  you. 

Marian,  (crying)  No,  I  didn’t — I  couldn’t — you  know 
I  never  meant  it.  He’ll  never  come  back. 

Samp.  Oh,  yes,  Marian,  I  shall  come  back. 

Marian.  And  if  you’re  killed  ? 

Samp.  Ah  ! — then  I  shan’t. 

Marian.  And  I  shall  be  left  alone  without  a  friend  to 
care  for  me. 

Samp.  Don’t  talkso,  Marian,  you’ll  always  have  friends; 
there’s  the  Marquis,  my  colonel;  by  the  bye,  I  forgot, 
( searching )  here’s  a  letter. 

Marian,  (reads  it)  There’s  the  proof  already.  ( sobbing ) 
Insulted  ! — despised  1 

Samp.  Insulted! — Marian — insulted  !  (takes  the  letter) 
What’s  this? — “Idol  of  my  soul — pretty  poppet — your 
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own  establishment — Lambeth  Walk — two  hundred  pounds 

for  the  first  jewels” — why,  this  is - (f  urious)  Where  « 

my  sword? — Now  I’m  glad  I’m  a  soldier — where’s  my 
sword?  ( imitates  drawing)  Marquis,  you’re  an  old— 
never  mind — I’ll  insult  you. 

Marian.  Yes,  your  colonel — and  get  shot. 

Samp.  Shot  !  what  a  disgusting  idea  ;  but  I  must  do 
something  desperate. 

Marian.  As  a  last  hope,  I’ll  go  to  the  Marchioness  ;  she 
wishes  me  to  marry,  and  once  married,  I  should  not  be  thus 
humbled  ;  for  an  affront  to  a  wife  becomes  an  insult  to  her 
husband. 

Samp.  Ah!  indeed  !  ( markedly ) 

Marian.  And  if  I  consent  to  accept  Monsieur  RisoI6, 
she  may  befriend  you.  {greatly  affected) 

>"  Samp.  { taking  her  hand)  But,  Marian,  you  said  you  did 
not  love  him — why  not  marry  him  you  love  ? 

Marian.  Because - ( crying )  Because  he  loves  me  not 

in  return,  {breaks from  him,  and  rushes  off  o.  P.  into  her  room) 

Samp,  {staring)  Who  can  the  fool  be  ? 

Marchioness,  {heard  without)  Wait  below,  {she  enters , 
looks  anxiously  about)  Could  I  but  find  him  here: 

Samp.  Eh  !  the  Marchioness  !  — ’pon  my  life,  she’s  a 
magnificent — {starts,  aside)  Ah  !  an  idea — at  last,  I’ve 
got  an  idea;  {repeating)  an  affront  to  a  wife  is  an  insult  to 
her  husband  ;  now  then,  to  revenge  Marian,  and  to  give 
insult  for  insult ;  let  me  remember: — {refers  to  the  letter , — • 
looks  tenderly  at  the  Marchioness,  nods  and  winks)  Idol 
of  my  soul — {seizes  her  hand ,  and  takes  her  waist)  my 
pretty  poppet.  ( kneels ) 

[During  this,  Marian  re-enters  with  cloak  and  bonnet-* 
she  starts  at  seeing  the  Marchioness,  and  listens ] 

March,  {horrified)  Pretty  poppet  ! 

Samp.  Poppet — you  understand — your  own  establish¬ 
ment,  Lambeth  walk ;  two  hundred  pounds  for  the  first 
jewels — 

March.  Avaunt !  I’m  petrified — why,  you  little  wretch, 

when  the  Marquis  hears - 

Samp,  {excited  and  snapping  his  fingers.)  That  for  the 
Marquis ;  bother  the  Marquis ;  madam,  I  wear  his  ma¬ 
jesty’s  sword ;  at  least  I  soon  shall,  hem !  and  in  such 
a  cause  I’d  fight  the  Marquis,  his  serjeant,  his  drummer, 
and  old  Risolc  into  the  bargain,  (sees  Marian  and  runs 
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to  her )  Marian,  I’ve  done  it  ;  you  are  revenged,  and  now 
I  can  march  to  glory  with  as  stout  a  heart  as  the  best  of 
them. 

[ Marches  past  the  Marchioness ,  kissing  his  hand ,  and 

singing ] 

“  With  a  row — with  a  row,  &c.” — she’s  a  magnificent 
woman.  [Exit. 

March.  I’ll  have  him  dragged  through  every  horsepond 
in  the  parish. 

Marian.  Poor  Sampson!  Madam,  I  have  heard  all;  his 
words  are  but  a  foolish  copy  of  a  bad  original — here  it  is. 
( gives  the  letter) 

March.  What  do  I  see  ? — his  very  words,  from  my  hus¬ 
band  to  you  ! 

Marian.  Yes,  my  lady,  and  it  was  to  resent  this  insult 

that  poor  Sampson - but  indeed,  my  lady,  he’s  scarcely 

in  his  right  senses;  pray,  forgive,  him. 

March.  You  seem  strangely  interested  in  t:Ms  yoimg 
man. 

Marian.  Madam,  I — I - 

March.  Love  him  ! 

Marian.  Oh!  with  all  my  heart,  I  love  him;  tnis  was 
my  secret;  from  children  we  have  been  companions;  he 
would  give  his  life  for  me,  I  know  ;  but  in  his  heart  I  hold 
a  sister’s  place:  this  morning,  trying  by  harmless  artifice 
to  make  him  guess  the  truth — I  felt  angry  at  his  indif¬ 
ference  ;  ’twas  a  woman’s  weakness,  and  by  a  cruel  word, 
wounded  his  generous  nature;  he  left  me,  and  enlisted. 
(sobs)  Oh  !  save  him — save  me,  my  lady  ;  indeed  ’twill 
kill  me. 

March.  Marian,  one  word,  ( takes  her  hand)  and  answer 
me  sincerely  ; — have  you  ever  given  the  marquis - 

Marian.  Oh  !  I  hate  him. 

March.  Then  we  are  perfectly  agreed ;  dry  your  tears  !  I 
will  at  once  appeal  to  his  majesty;  if  I  succeed  I  will  rejoin 
you  ;  in  the  mean  while,  should  the  marquis  return,  let 
me  be  instantly  apprised ;  hope ,  child  ;  we  are  in  league 
together  ;  you  to  reward  a  husband — I  to  punish  one. 

Marian.  ( kissing  her  hand)  Thanks! — thanks-!  ( Exit 
Marchioness  ;  Marian  watches  her  out :  then  returns 
slowly,  draws  the  window  blind,  and  lays  cloth  on  supper 
table.  Sampson  enters,  is  about  to  approach,  but  stops 
on  hearing  her  speak)  No  ! — no!  there  is  no  hope  for  me. 
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He  will  never  know  how  fondly  I  have  loved  him  Dear 
Sampson  !  perhaps  he  will  marry  another  ;  well,  though  it 
break  my  heart,  his  happiness  shall  be  my  first,  my  only 
care. 

Samp,  {aside)  Me — what!  Marian;  oh,  what  an  idiot ! 
{knocks  his  head)  poor  Marian!  how  shall  I  ever  dare  to 
speak  to  her  ?  hem  !  ( he  moves  chair ) 

Marian.  ( turns  and  endeavours  to  appear  calm)  Ah  1 
Sampson!  is  that  you  ?  {takes  needle-work) 

Samp.  Yes,  Marian,  it’s  rue;  I — that  is — perhaps,  hem! 
no  wind  to-day,  Marian. 

Marian.  It  seems  not,  Sampson. 

Samp,  {aside)  Ha!  her  birth- day.  {aloud)  I  wish  you 
many  happy  returns,  Marian. 

Marian,  {with  a  forced  smile)  It’s  somewhat  late;  but 
no  matter,  thank  you. 

Samp.  If  ever  I  have  grieved  you,  Marian,  I  am  very 
fforry. 

Marian.  It’s  all  forgotten,  Sampson — quite  foKptlen, 
{passes  to  her  room) 

Samp.  Are  you  going,  Marian  ? 

Marian.  Yes,  I  must  be  alone. 

Samp.  But  it’s  just  supper  time. 

Marian.  I’m  not  hungry. 

Samp.  Won’t  you  stay,  and  talk  a  little  ? 

Marian.  To-morrow,  Sampson;  I’m  not  well  ;  shut  up 
the  mill  carefully,  and  good  night,  {going,  she  turns  and 
gives  her  hand)  Good  night,  Sampson. 

Samp,  {taking  it,  choked  with  emotion)  Good  night 
(more firmly)  Goodnight,  Marian. 

[She  exits  into  room.] 

(He  stands  looking  at  door;  then  knocks  his  head,  half 
crying)  Fool ! — idiot  ! — brute  ! — coward  ! — yes,  coward' ! 
( strikes  himself )  to  let  her  go  and  break  her  little  heart, 
and  not  say,  (falls  on  his  knees)  Marian,  I  love  you— I — 

Marian.  ( within )  You’re  not  gone  to  bed,  Sampson!  I 
can  see  the  light. 

Samp.  )  rising )  No,  I’m  gone  now,  Marian — there.  ( puis 
out  the  lamp  j  Much  use  my  going  to  bed ;  I’ll  lay  down  kt 
her  door,  and  cry  all  night ;  but  first  I  must  bolt  the  doors,  and 
make  allfast;  (he  goes  towards  entrance )  hark— what’s  that? 
footsteps;  coming  here;  perhaps  thieves;  so  much  the 
better;  I’d  fight  a  whole  gang  ;  let  me  watch.  ( retreats  to 
Uu  four  bin,  lifts  the  ltd,  and  hides  in  it) 
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Enter  the  Marquis  with  a  dark  lanthorn,  followed  by  two 
servants  carrying  baskets;  they  spread  the  table  with  con • 
tents — a  delicious  supper,  wiiie,fyc.,  ^fdlipht  wux  ] 

Samp.  ( from  bin )  It  is  the  MarquisT^Joos  down)  ~ 
Marq.  All’s  secure,  {to  servants)  That’s  well;  keep  the 
carriage  at  the  corner  of  the  lane,  and  be  ready  the  moment 
you  hear  my  signal;  retire.  ( exeunt  servants).  By  the 
gods,  I  am  a  perfect  Alexander  the  Great;  I  conquer  every¬ 
thing;  a  tete-a-tete;  sparkling  wine ;  upon  my  life  lam 
nn  abominable  dog 

Samp.  { from  bin)  Horrible  old  poodle. 

Marq.  Eh !  ( Sampson  shuts  bin)  I  thought  I  lieard- 
no;  but  now  to  find  my  lady’s  bower; — Hist!  hist!  Marian, 

where  are  you  ? 

Samp,  (from  bin)  Kuckoo. 

Marq.  ( turning )  Ah,  true  !  I  remember,  this  way  she 
went,  [on  tiptoe  approaches  wrong'  door  near  bin)  De¬ 
lightful  !  a  most  amiable  obscurity  :  by  Cupid’s  pinion,  I 
fly  to  my -reward,  {exit,  stumbling  over  doorway) 

Samp,  {quietly  opens  bin,  rushes  to  door ,  and  bolts  it) 
There,  you’ll  not  fly  far  in  that  cage  without  breaking 
your  neck,  {lis tens)  Ah  !  that’s  right  ;  climb  away  ;  once 
up  among  the  works,  there’s  a  good  hour’s  scramble  for 
you  ;  now,  then,  to  pitch  his  horrible  supper  out  of  window  ; 

( seizes  a  dish  and  sniffs  at  it)  Eh!  hem  !  precious  nice! 
Law!  another  idea  and  a  good  one — under  Ins  very  nose 
— {runs  to  Marian’s  door— gently)  Mahan,  one  word  ; 
Marian,  it’s  I - - 

Marian,  {inside)  Not  yet  in  bed,  Sampson 
Samp.  Why,  I— I  can’t  sleep. 

Marian,  {appears  at  little  window  over  her  door) 
Well,  what  is  it?  {seeing  supper)  Holloa!  what’s  allthat? 

Samp.  Why,  it’s  a  little  surprise  I’ve  managed  for  your 
birthday,  Marian.  I  hope  you’ll  let  me  enjoy  it  with  you. 
Marian.  But  I  can’t,  Sampson;  I  m  half  undressed 
Samp  Oh,  never  mind,  come  as  you  are. 

Marian.  For  shame,  Sampson;  well,  stay  a  moment. 

I’ll  come. 

Samp.  Oh,  thank  you — thank  you ;  now  then,  no  more 
shilly-shally;  now  or  never;  how  my  heart  does  thump, 

thump,  thump!  .  _  .  7 

Marian,  {enters  in  deshabille ,  wearing  a  short  white 

wrapper)  Plow  you  tease  one  !  you  see  I  hav’nt  had  time 

to  make  myself  look  nice. 
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Samp,  (aside)  Nice!  oil!  oh!  I  never  saw  her  look  so 
nice  before. 

Marian.  Well,  now  then,  why  how  splendid  !  (they  sit 
to  sapper)  Why,  it’s  really  a  nobleman’s  supper. 

Samp,  (getting  close  to  her)  Yes,  it’s  rather  in  that 
way  certainly. 

Marian.  Why,  what’s  the  matter  with  you,  Sampson? 
you’ve  got  the  fidgets;  (aside)  how  he  looks  at  me!  (aloud) 
cartridges,  I  declare — duck (cutting  one  up) 

Samp.  Yes,  (squeezing  her  hand)  duck. 

Marian.  Such  extravagance - 

Samp.  Don’t  mention  it  ;  the  cost  was  nothing. 

Marian.  You  look  with  a  very  longing  eye,  Sampson; 
would  you  like  the  breast  or  a  leg  ? 

Samp.  Both,  (she  helps  him  ;  he  kisses  her  hand)  I 
could  devour  all. 

Marian.  Don’t  he  naughty,  sir  ;  (aside)  what  can  have 
happened  to  him  ?  (examining  bottles)  Hey-day!  Bur¬ 
gundy,  Constantia!  you  must  have  ruined  yourself. 

Samp.  Oh,  no,  I  got  it  remarkably  cheap,  (gets  still 
closer)  I  say, Apiarian,  let’s  [try  ^jfifew  bumpers. 

Marian.  I ’nr  afraid  you’d  be  t*  vivacious.' 

Samp.  So  much  the  better,  dear  Marian;  let’s  both  get 
a  little  vivacious,  (prepares  to  uncork ;  the  Marquis  thrusts 
his  head  from  the  little  aperture  at  the  top  of  the  scene) 

Marq.  Where  the  devil  have  I  got  to  ?  I  have  been  up 
and  down  five  hundred  ladders,  in  pitch  darkness,  (sees  them 
at  supper)  By  all  that’s  diabolical,  what’s  that? 

Samp,  (checking  Marian’ s  surprise)  Hush!  it’s  the  mar¬ 
quis. 

Marian.  The  marquis ! 

Samp.  Yes,  up  there  with  the  rats  ;  he  came  here  like  a 
thief  to  carry  3rou  off;  took  the  wrong  door;  I  bolted  him 
in,  and  this  is  his  supper. 

Marian.  That  we’ re  eating?  ha!  ha! — capital!  letusgoon. 

Marq.  I  can’t  hear  a  word  they  say.  Upon  my  soul 
this  is  a  pleasant  prospect ! 

Samp.  Marian,  suppose  I  make  love  to  you,  just  to  vex 
the  old  gentleman. 

Marian.  Do, 'Sampson.  (aside)  I  wonder  how  he’ll  set  about  it 

Samp,  (takes  both  her  hands)  Oh,  Marian,  dear  Marian ! 
I  love  you  so  very — very  dearly. 

Marian,  (tuith  emotion)  That’s  a  very  good  beginning, 
Sampson,  (aside)  Oh !  if  he  did  but  mean  it ! 
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Mnrq.  "What’s  that  little  villain  about ! 

Samp.  ( pours  out  bumpers )  Marian,  I’ll  propose  a  senti¬ 
ment:  here’s  you  and  I,  and  nobody  b y.flthey  touch  glasses 
and  drink)  Egad,  I’l?  do  it.  Marian,  I — hem!  ( suddenly 
kisses  her )  I’ve  done  it.  ( they  rise) 

Marian.  Oh,  forshame,  Sampson,  youshouldkissmy  cheek. 

Samp.  Should  I  ?  so  I  will  then.  ( kisses  again)  Soft  as 
flour, 

Marq.  A  hundred  lashes  at  the  drum  head  for  you,  my 
fine  fellow. 

Samp.  Now  the  other.  ( she  refuses)  Only  to  vex  him,  you 
know.  ( he  kisses  the  other  cheek)  Oh,  oh  !  now  the  other. 

Marq.  I  can’t  stand  it.  ( takes  off  his  hat  to  fling  at  him.) 

Marian.  You’ve  tried  both;  how  many  would  you  have! 

Samp.  Forty  dozen;  oh,  Marian,  I’m  so  happy,  because 
now  I  dare  to  tell  you  that  my  heart  is  yours.  ( falls  on  his 
knees)  Dear — dear  Marian!  ( looks  up  at  Marquis)  look 
down  and  envy  me. 

Marq.  ( throws  his  hat  at  him)  Look  down!  you  atrocious 
little  villain;  I’ll  come  down  to  you. 
noise  of  falling  heard ) 

""  Sv?7/2p.  ±ia!  na!  ne  Mid  he’d  com 

Marian.  Open  the  door;  he’ll  kill 

Marq.  ( bursts  open  the  door,  and  enters,  covered  with  flour 
from  head  to  foot)  By  Acheron’s  furies,  I’ll  be  revenged# 

Marian,  {feigning  sw prise)  My  lord  marquis  ! 

Marq.  My  lord  fiddlestick,  I’ve  been  pricked,  {turns  to 
Sampson)  As  to  you,  sirrah,  eyes  right — march !  {points  to 
door) 

amp.  Oh,  good  gracious !  I  quite  forgot  I  was  a  grenadier. 
arq.  The  drummer  shall  remind  you  of  the  fact — by 
immediately  introducing  to  you  a  certain  domestic  animal 
with  nine  tails.  March! 

Samp.  Oh,  lor.  {rubbing  himself). 

Marian.  Spare  him. 

Marq.  Not  a  word. — March! 

Marian.  ( apart  to  Sampson)  One  hope  alone  remains — 
the  Marchioness.  Call  Peter. 

Samp,  (calls)  Peter! 

Marq.  What’s  this?  resistance,  (goes  to  the  entrance  and 
gives  a  loud  whistle).  Holloa! 

Enter  the  Marchioness. 

Marq.  My  wife  ! — the  devil! 

March.  You  here!  my  lord  Marquis. 


(disappears ;  a  violent  * 


2  dow: 
himself. 
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Marq.  (in  great  confusion  takes  up  Sampson’s  hat,  which 
he  whisks  under  his  arm)  Why,  the  fact  is,  I  happened  to 
pass  by  accident,  and  thinking - 

Servants,  (enters  mysteriously)  My  lord,  all’s  prepared — 
the  carriage-  — 

Marq.  ( interrupting )  Ahem!  Then  madam,  we  will 
away  at  once,  (puts  the  Miller’s  hat  on). 

March.  Nay,  my  lord  ;  my  visit  here  is  not  an  accident. 
(sees  the  hat. — Marian  picks  up  the  Marquis’s  and  puts  it  on 
Sampson).  I  have  serious — (laughs.  Both  women  retire 
tittering). 

Marq.  What  the  devil  is  all  this  tittering  about?  (the  two 
men  stand  opposite — looking  at  each  other). 

Samp.  I  haven’t  an  idea,  (they  see  their  hats  on  each  other’s 
heads — the  M  arquis  throws  his  off). 

Marq.  Laughed  at — we’ll  see  who  laughs  longest,  (to 
Sampson).  By  order  of  your  superior  officer,  march ! 

March,  (stops  him)  By  order  of  his  superior  officer — halt  l 

Marq.  Who  claims  that  title  ? 

March.  His  majesty  !  (shews  paper)  Here  is  his  release; 
%nd  hgre — (sinews  letter). 

Marf.V MY  letter,  by  all  that’s  irredeemable! 

Marwh.  The  right  use  of  error  best  redeems  it. 

Marq.  (after  a  pause  tears  up  the  letter ,  and  presents 
the  other  paper  to  Sampson)  You  are  free! 

Samp.  Huzza!  thank  you,  my  lady;  thank  you,  mT 
lord;  oh,  Marian  (takes  her  hand)  may  I  enlis*  in  another 
eervice? 

March.  You  may,  and  under  my  command.  (10  Marian) 
present  arms,  (to  Sampson)  Forward,  (they  embrace) 
(Peter  puts  his  headffrom  aperture .] 

Peter.  I  say,  the  wind’s  changed. 

Samp.  Set  on  the  clapper. 

Peter.  I  dare  say,  indeed;  who  says  so  ? 

Marian,  (taking  Sampson’s  hand  with  pride)  Yourmas- 
tcr,  sir,  and  mine. 

Samp.  D’ye  hear  that,  young  man  ?  Ha !  ha  !  then  hey 
for  the  wedding. 

Marian.  Our  hands  are  joined,  and  if  our  kind  friends 
here  will  join  theirs,  our  mill  will  go  right  merrily. 

Finale.  The  same  tunc  as  at  the  opening ,  accompanied 
hu  the  clic-clac  of  the  mill. 
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257  The  Brothers 

258  Farinelli 
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in  a  Perplexingj.397  River  God 
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348  Cousin  Peter 
319  Queen  of  Cyprus 

350  Windmill 

351  Bathing 
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353  Norma 
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I  light 

VOL.  XXIII. 

.355  New  Footman 
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482  Peggy  Green 

483  Deserted  Mill 
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485  Damon  &  Pythias 
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454  Mrs.  Harris 

455  Fellow  Servants 

456  Battle  of  Life 

457  Hand  of  Cards 

458  Queen  of  Abruzzi 

459  £500  Reward 
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467  Bridge  of  Notre 
Dame 
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489  Old  Honesty 

490  Jonathan  [dies 
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496  Midnight  Watch 

497 

vol.  xxxir. 

498  Roman  Actor 
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530  Belphegor 
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542 


477  Who’*  my  Hu*-*518 


476  Industry  and  In-  511  It’s  only  my  Aunt 


543  Wellington  and 
Waterloo 
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Pretender,  or  Rose  of  Alve 
Wizard  Priest,  or  the  Hal 
Lore’s  Frailties  [of  Fatej 
Battle  of  Waterloo 
Agnes  de  Vere,  Is. 

Abelard  and  Helose,  la. 
Scamps  of  London,  la. 

Irish  Heiress,  Is. 
Frightened  to  Death,  U. 
Brother  and  Sister,  la. 
Heart  of  London,  la. 
Monsieur  Mallet,  3a» 

Fatal  Curiosity,  la. 

Giselle,  2s. 

•Carnival  of  Napla®,  t*» 


